184	*	SAINT JOAN
it would not drown. I was a master at my craft: better than
the master of Paris, better than the master of Toulouse; but
! could not kill The Maid. She is up and alive everywhere.
the earl OF warwick [sallying from the bed curtains on
the side^ and coming to Joan's left hand] Madam : my
congratulations on your rehabilitation. I feel that I owe
you an apology,
joan. Oh, please dent mention it.
warwick {pleasantly} The burning was purely political.
There was no personal feeling against you, I assure you.
joan, I bear no malice, my lord.
warwick, Just so. Very kind of you to meet me in
that way: a touch of true breeding. But I must insist on
apologizing ?ery amply. The truth is, these political
necessities sometimes turn out to be political mistakes;
and this one was a veritable howler; for your spirit
conquered us* madam, in spite of our faggots. History will
remember me for your sake, though the incidents of the
connection were perhaps a little unfortunate.
joan. Ay, perhaps just a little, you funny man.
warwick, Still, when they make you a saint, you will
owe your halo to me, just as this lucky monarch owes Ms
crown to you.
joan [turning frm Mm] I shall owe nothing to any man:
! owe everything to the spirit of God that was within ma
But fancy me a saint! What would St Catherine and St
. Margaret say if the farm girl was cocked up beside them!
A clerical-looking gentleman in black frockcoat and
tromer^ and tall hat> in the fashion of the year 1920, suddenly
appear® before them in the corner on their right They all
stare at him, Then they burst into uncontrollable laughter.
toe gentleman. Why this mirth, gentlemen ?
wahwick, I congratulate you on having invented a most
extraordinarily comic dress.
the OENTiiMAN. I do not understand. You are all in
fancy dress; I am properly dressed.

